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and by gangs of plunderers. I stumbled
along for a kos or two, helped by some
of our own people whom I met on the
way ; and then I found myself once more
in safety in the camp of Shere Singh.
You are not angry, Sahib ! What could
I do r That boy would have killed me*
Every one must protect his own life/'
Thus, with mingled grief and pride,
did we listen to the story of how " some-
body's darling" had died for his coun-
try's honour.